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Still he kissed her. When he released her the
voices seemed to be dim accompaniment, and
no more. The light of the log had died down
a little, and both of them were now conscious
that they had gone ahead a long way into the
future, and that future was something beautiful
beyond dreams.

"What are we going to do?" she asked, and
her voice trembled because she was afraid.

"Supposing we did get married?"

" Charles, I can't believe it."

"Darling, are you quite sure that you won't
get sick of an old, old man? I'm fifty-eight. In
ten years' time I shall be sixty-eight, crotchety,
irritable, snappy, and you'll be a very young
woman still. Axe you quite sure that it wouldn't
be a most dreadful mistake?"

" Quite, quite sure," she said. ** It would be a
far more dreadful mistake if I didn't marry you.
You see, there isn't any age in love, is there?
It doesn't count. It doesn't matter."

"You're an angel."

There was a tap at the door, and they sprang
apart. Qae of the younger housemaids came in
shyly, carrying a basket in her hand.

She said: "If you please, miss, one of the
gardeners sent this up for you. He said it was
a Christinas present, and would I please be very
careful"

Doreen took it and brought the basket to the
fire* The library door dosed again, and she
began to unwrap the parcel.

What can it be, Charles?   I expect it is that
fair-haired gardener, the one who always sends